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It must, I think, be allowed that these careless scraps,
when combined, give a curious picture of the man who
was brooding over the first chapters of The Bride of
Lammermoor. One of his visitors of that month was
Mr. B. Cadell, who was of course in all the secrets of
the house of Constable; and observing how his host was
harassed with lion-hunters, and what a number of hours
he spent daily in the company of his work-people, he ex-
pressed, during one of their walks, his wonder that Scott
should ever be able to write books at all while in the
country. "I know," he said, "that you contrive to get
a few hours in your own room, and that may do for the
mere pen-work; but when is it that you think? " "Oh,"
said Scott, "I lie simmering over things for an hour or
so before I get up — and there 's the time I am dressing
to overhaul my half-sleeping, half-waking projet de chap-
fore — and when I get the paper before me, it commonly
runs off pretty easily. — Besides, I often take a doze in
the plantations, and while Tom marks out a dyke or a
drain as I have directed, one's fancy may be running its
ain riggs in some other world."
It was in the month following that I first saw Abbots-
ford. He invited my friend John Wilson (now Profes-
sor of Moral Philosophy at Edinburgh) and myself to
visit him for a day or two on our return from an excur-
sion to Mr. Wilson's beautiful villa on the Lake of
Windermere, but named the particular day (October 8)
on which it would be most convenient for him to receive
us; and we discovered on our arrival that he had fixed
it from a good-natured motive. We found him walking
in one of his plantations, at no great distance from the
house, with five or six young people, and his friends
Lord Melville and Captain Ferguson. Having presented
us to the First Lord of the Admiralty, he fell back a little
and said, "I am glad you came to-day, for I thought it
might be of use to you both, some time or other, to be
known to my old schoolfellow here, who is, and I hope

